iS4	A MODERN COMEDY
" Has he seen you ? " she said.
" No."
The thought flashed through him : c If I were a black-
guard, I could force her hand, by moving one step and
crooking my finger.' Pity one wasn't a blackguard—at
all events, not to that point—things would be so much
simpler !
" Where is he now ? " asked Fleur.
" Going away."
In profound relief, she sighed out:
" But it's queer, isn't it, Wilfrid ? "
" You don't suppose he's easy in his mind, do you ?  3
Fleur bit her lips. He was jeering, because she didn't or
couldn't really love either of them. It was unjust. She
could have loved—she bad loved ! Wilfrid and Michael—
they might go to the deuce I
" I wish I had never come here," she said suddenly :
" and I'll never come again ! "
He went to the door, and held it open.
" You are right."
Fleur stood quite still, her chin on the collar of her fur,
her clear-glancing eyes fixed on his face, her lips set and
mutinous.
" You think I'm a heartless beast," she said slowly. " So
I am—now. Good-bye ! "
He neither took her hand nor spoke, he only bowed. His
eyes were very tragic. Trembling with mortification, Fleur
went out. She heard the door closed, while she was going
down the stairs. At the bottom she stood uncertain.
Suppose Michael had come back ! Almost opposite was that
gallery where she had first met him and—Jon. - Slip across
in there ! If he were still hovering round the entrance of the
little street, she could tell him with a good conscience where
she had been. She peeped. Not in sight! Swiftly she slid

